
J^oues flavour sjcTi. ^ 

Enter Braggart. 

Brag. Sweet Maieftic vouebfafe me. 

Qiu Was that Heftor ? 

'Dttm. T he worthie Knight of Troy, 

Brag. I will kifte thy royall finger, and take Ieaue 
lam a Votarie, I haue vow’d to Iac/uenetta to hold the Plough 
ferherlweet loue three yearcs But moll deemed grcatnele 
will you heare the Dialogue tliat the two Learned men W 
compiled , in praile of the Owlc and the Cuckow? It fhould 
Iiauc followed in the end of our fliew. ' " — ' 

Kin. Call them forth quickely, vve will doe fo. 

Brag. Holla, approach. 


Enter all. 

This fide is Hiems , Winter. 

This Ve r, the Spring : the one maintained by the Owle 
Th’otherby the Cuckow. ... ~ ■ 3 

Ver y begin. 

*The Seng. 


When Defies pied, and Violets blew, 
And Cuckow-budsof yellow hew: 

And Ladie-fmockcs all filucr white, 
Docpaint the Medowes with delight^ 

The Cuckow then on eucry tree, 

Mockes married men, for thus lings he, . 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow : O word of feare, 

V nplealing to a married eare. 


When Shepheards pipe on O aten flrawes, 

, And mcrrieLarkes are Ploughmens clockes.* 1 
When Tuttles tread, and Rookesand Dawes," 

And Maidens bleach their fummer S mockes it 
The Cuckow then on euery tree 
Mockes married men ; for thus fmgshe, 

Cuckow. 

Cuckow, Cuckow j O word of feare, 

Vnplcafing to a married earc, 

. " Winter 
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loues Labour s lofl, 

Winter. 

Whenlficles hangby the wall, 

And Duke the Shepheard blowes hrs nailc ; 
And Tom beares Loggcs into the ha.i, 

And Milke comes frozen home in paile .• 
When blood is nipt, and waies be towle, 
Then nightly fmgs the flaring Owlc 
Tu-whit to-who. 

Amerrienotc, . , . 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow. 

And coffingdrownes theParfonsfaw : 

And birds fit brooding inthcfnovv. 

And Martians nofe lookes red andraw .* 
When roalled Crabs hifle in the bowle, 
Then nightly lings che flaring Owle, 

Tu whit to- who s 

A merrienote. , 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot. 

Brag. The words of Mcrcurie, 

Are hadh after the fangs of Apollo : 

Tou that way ; we this wa; 





“ xttntmnes « 


f mis. 
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